Tanglin estate* For them the minor European era-
floyees of the Government and the big firms exist no
mote socially than does her grocer for the great lady of
the suburbs. They are merely "the poor whites," a
phrase spoken with an air of infinite condescension. The
poor whites, in turns look down on the group of un-
happy Eurasians, who wander disconsolately between
two worlds, despising one and despised by the other.
The natives, Malays, Tamils and Chinese, do not attain
even the meagre social distinction of the suburban work-
man. One can, after all, sometimes chat with a work-
man: one only gives orders to or does business with a
native. They, in their ignored and chattering thousands,
fulfil perhaps the function of an impersonal, necessary
force: the borough electricity supply.
Singapore, like the suburbs, finds the cinema the
centre of its entertainment programme. The touring
theatrical companies that reach it, on their way to
Shanghai or Australia, are of much the same standard
as those you might see in Outer London. So are the
amateur casts that from time to time claim the patro-
nage of Government House and secure the indulgence
of the local Press, Singapore* too, has the same graded
range of social meeting-places. Highest come the ball-
rooms and lounges of the Raffles and Adelphi hotels,
where only the inhabitants of the Tanglin estate feel
themselves fully at home. Combining the qualities of
the pub and the palais de danse are the Great World
and the New World, where nobody minds if a man
spills his beer, thumps on the table or hurls abuse at flie